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wave and dived and snorted in unison. More often than
before one saw, far off or near, the spout of a whale, followed
by its long slow-curving back. For this part of the sea
swarms with minute life. These are the pastures of the
ocean which every spring burst into swarming activity so that
the sea becomes filled with myriads of floating, drifting
organisms which form the food of all these birds, dolphins
and whales which take their pastime here.
One night we rolled, hooting dismally, in a dense fog.
We were to arrive in South Georgia the next day and our
pleasant journey was nearly at an end. However, being
uncertain of our position in the fog we lay here all night
hove to. Hansen, the manager of the Leith whaling
station, would send a whale catcher out in the morning to
pilot us in. So we rolled heavily all that night and the
cabin creaked and I felt very sea-sick. When I awoke in the
morning the fog had gone and in its place was a scene of
breath-taking beauty, my first view of South Georgia. An
immense blue swell was running so that the sea seemed to be
a series of relentlessly advancing ridges over which the pilot
whale-catcher rode proudly, rising now high upon a swell
and then sinking in a trough so as to be half hidden from
view. The. smoke streamed from her funnel and the flag
of Norway fluttered at her stern. Behind her, a mile or so
away, rose the high white mountains of South Georgia,
towering into the clear sky and the pale sun flashed and
glittered upon them while their tops carried little plumes of
cloud. Slowly the Antarctic nosed her way, the pilot catcher
leading, into a long fjord walled by snowy slopes. At the
far end the smoke from the huddled black buildings of the
whaling station rose into the still air, in sharp contrast to the
snows that lay around. Sea birds swarmed in millions upon
the water and around the ship so that the air was filled with
their cries. The whole scene was one of cold and flashing
splendour and filled me with a strange exhilaration, an
enthusiasm for this, my new white home.